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out colour except in her dark eyes, suggested Rafael rather
than Sapper's Row.
""It is like seeing an angel," she said.    "Excuse me,
sir."
" Queer angel, Mrs. Bergfeld.    Your husband not in ? "
" No, sir.    Fritz has gone to walk."
" Tell me, Mrs. Bergfeld. If I pay your passages to
German}', will you go ? "
^ We cannot get a passport now;   Fritz has been here
twenty years, and never back ;   he has lost his German
nationality, sir ;   they do not want people like us, you
know."
- Michael stivered up his hair.
" Where are you from yourself ? "
"From Salzburg."
" What about going back there ? "
"I would like to, but what would we do ? In Austria
every one is poor now, and I have no relative left. Here
at least we have my sewing."
" How much is that a week ? "
" Sometimes a pound ; sometimes fifteen shillings. It is
bread and the rent."
" Don't you get the dole ? "
" No, sir.    We are not registered."
Michael took out a five-pound note and laid it with his
card on the wash-stand. " I've got to think this over,
Mrs. Bergfeld. Perhaps your husband will come and see
me." He went out quickly, for the ghostly woman had
flushed pink.
Repassing through the curtained aperture, he caught the
hair-dresser wiping out the basin.
" Find 'em in, sir ? "
" The lady."
" Ah !    Seen better days, I should say.   The 'usband's a